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OFF TO THE SEA. 

“* Being pretty well tired of London and all things appertaining thereto, Poor Pa has decided to once more don his war-paint and wander forth in search of 
pastures new. Knowing Mamma’s dislike to railway travelling, he has arranyed his seaside tour this year accordingly. A sort of gipsy caravan and donkey have 
been pressed into the service of the Sloper Family, and Poor Pa hopes, with the assistance of this vehicle, to visit all our seaside resorts in a comfortable and 
refined manner. A triumphant start for the sea was made yesterday, and Poor Pa’s arrival in Brighton may be expected in a day or two.”—Toorsiz. 


"Ag MOCKERY AnD a Snare BARBAROUS PUNISHMENTS. 


_—> 


In the “ good old times,” in the reign of Ethelbert, if one 
Anglo-Saxon gentleman broke another Anglo-Saxon gentle- 
man's front tooth, he was fined six shillings, but a molar 
only cost one shilling. In King Alfred’s time, a molar cost 
the aggressor fifteen shillings. If a gentleman killed his 
thrall, only a nominal fine was imposed ; but if the thrall 
killed his master, he was cruelly put to death. 

The price of an eye was fifty shillings, a rib three shil- 
lings, a finger-nail one shilling, and a thumb-nail three. A 
pulled nose was valued at three shillings, but if it bled at 
six. In Spain a nose was worth thirteen marks. 

An Anglo-Saxon coiner had one hand cut off, but in Ger- 
many, many vears later, this horrible sentence is recorded : 
“Should a coiner be caught in the act, then let him be 
stewed ina pan, or ina cauldron half an ell deep for the 
body, so that the man may be bound to a pole, which shall 
be passed through the rings of the cauldron, and which 
shall be tightly Stranyes and bound to upright posts on 
either side, and thus he shall be made to stew in oil and 
wine.” As late as 1500, this barbarous cruelty was practised, 
and perhaps even later. 

William the Conqueror would not kill criminals, All he 
said was, “ We forbid that criminals of any sort should be 


Farmhouse Apartments. Seaside Lodgings, : »ir eve ke : 
Farmer. Yes, marm, this is the dairy. None of your London rubbish here. I Landlady. Fish, sir? Yes, sir, of course! Only give me twenty-four nours’ notice killed or hung, but let their eyes be pluckec out, or let their 
has ny eggs and butter fresh from Irel every three months, and the condensed § when you want any, 60 as I can meet the London train, and you'll taste something hands and feet be he Pe off, so that nothing may remain 
milk is the finest in the market—the “Orumpled 'Orn” brand. like fish! Bloaters only a shillin’ apiece, and prime cod three and six a pound ! of the culprit but a living trunk as a memorial of his 
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erie.” These frightful schemes for intlieting torture must, in 
miauy cases, have been revised and improved upon by the reigning 
monarchs, and some invented by them, asin the case of King John, 
who had Geuidry, Arehdescon of Norwich, encased in a sheet of 
lead, which folded ronnd hom like a eloak, and in this he was kept 
till he died. The * Lionw-fiearted ” Richard, when starting for the 
“Holy Wars.” made this | to maintain the discipline of his 
troops: “Tf anyone is convicted of theft, boiling piteh shall be 
youre over his hecloand thea a pillow full of feathers shall be 
ohanen OVer it,so that the fellow may becertainly recognised ; and 
ne shall be rbialoued on the tirst land where the vessel touches.” 
Such brivality would appear to be not wholly unknown at the 
present day, where many hideous executions of negroes have, 
within a few vear- taken place at the instance of “Judge Lynch.” 

In 1245, in France. there wasacase in which some false witnesses 
had their noses and leg. ent off. In 1638, at Oldenburg, criminals 
were sometimes fastened toa post in the market by a knife, which 
was driven through their hand, and stood thus for three hours. 
Pain fort ef dure wasa pleasant Norman invention, “The con- 
denined shall be placed in a low chamber locked. And he shall lie 
naked on the ground without litter, bedding or cloth, and without 
anything over him; and he shall lie on his back with his head to 
the west and his feet to the east; and one arm shall be drawn to 
one quarter of the room bya rope, and the other arm inlike manner 
to the other quarter; and in the same way shall his legs be 
extended ; and upon his body shall be placed iron and stone, as 
much as he can bear. The tirst day he shall have three lumps of 
barley bread, but nothing to drink, and the next day he shall drink 
thrice as much as he wants of water, brought from near at hand to 
the prison, excepting that it be running water, and hé shall have 
no bread, and this succession shall he follow till he dies.” In 
“Good” Queen Bess's time a woman was thus tortured to death. 

Women, indeed, seem generally to have had the worst of it. 
Here isacuriously crue! German law carly in the fourteenth century : 
“If two women quarrel so as to come to blows, and at the same 
time to use abusive language, they shall be required to carry—the 
whole length of the town, from the High Street—two stones, weigh- 
ing together one hundred pounds, attached to chains. The first 
woman shall carry them from the East Gate to the West Gate. 
whilst th» second goads her on with a needle fastened to the en 
of « stick, they both wearing only their shifts. The second is then 
to take the stones and carry them back to the East Gate, the first 
roading her on in like fashion.” One wonders which pricked 
hardest, the first or the second, 


. * * *. . e 
THE DISTRORT MADING AND THE MILDOOD MANIAK. 
Continued, 


vanli strugzuggled to regain off iss footin, butt thee mading mad 
with feer aclenchin—. 
it av cum to thiss—iss the marster printer off this nee 
the edditter? arlso, whoo iss whoo? this tail iss regler queerd. 
Next week,“ Tam the Man.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


es 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to oe returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Yea, we have your letters, Suicco, You of course are really 
right; Larks! you probably refer_to, See their answer, EDITit 
Kyicur. 7ry again, A FoREIGN READER, SLOPER much obliged 
will be; Thanks for cutting, WILLIE ELLWOOD, 'Tiras a smart 
affair we ace. Yea, you're right, it's out of print, Tom, You sill 
have to do without ; Glad to get your missive, CHUMMIE, You're 
a grinning no doubt, Anyone will tell you, JERMYN, No report is 
needed there; What a very lengthy letter, Far too long for us, 
Miss Hare. Some solicitor, F. BARKER, You had better far con- 
sult; ALLY, though, would rather like to Know the ultimate result, 
Monday morning, BERTIE HARPER; Thanks for invitation, DOT; 
Juat at present SLOPER'S busy, Therefore he would rather not. 


= 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. €d.; 6 Months, 2s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LoNpow, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills and Show Cards will be sent post free to 
Newsagents vn application, 


PARIS: 
On sale at all Kiosquea and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY. 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 
EIGHT OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girt 
(Railway Screants on duty egerpien 2 who shall happen to meet 
with his er her death ina Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deccased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” és 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after- 
noon at Lo'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at Lo'clock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 
Mrs, A, Are you on good terms with your neighbour, dear? 
Mrs, B. The very best, 
Mrs. C. | thought you didn’t know her at all, dear! 
Mrs. B. Neither do 1; and I consider that is the best terms to 
be on with neighbours. ae 
s 


Unele, Well, my boy, how are you getting on at school? 
Manage to keep your place in class ! 

Nephew, Oh, yes, ve kept my place ever since the hot weather 
came in, 

Unelv, That's a good boy, there's 67, And where is your place? 

Nephew. Next the open door, and | have to tight for it like 
steam, sometimes, I can tell you. 

ce 
THE atmosphere is getting warmer 
As hotter grows the blazing sun ; 
The high silk hat is now a burden, 
And feels as if it weighed a ton, 
ss 
* 

Mrs. Penhecher (ina moment of weakness). Ah, Penhecker, you 
will drive me to an early tomb, I know you will! 

Mr, Penhecker (with suspicious cagerness), That I will, my dear, 
in an open glass case hearse, and with lots of feathers and scarves 
andall, You're well insured, vou know, 

fatnd then vance again the music brgan to play. 
wi 
* 

Hinpy Khrite, Ah, my dear friends, this is an uncharitable 
world !—an evil and calumniatory world! I grieve for it. Ah! 
how much! And when people speak ill of me, I weep for them, 
my friends. [ weep for them ! 

Philistine, You must use up a lot of handkerchiefs, old man. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 473.—The “Japan Society " Costume. 


Patent steel uasal or boko pro- 
tector, invented by an aucestor of 
A. SLOPER. 


“And now J raise the cover, and behold ! 
the orange has disappeared |” 


She. How do you know I have small fect ? 
He, Because of the easy mauuer in which you kept putting your feet into my 
hat in church, 


“T wish you'd took all the apartment: 


in the house, sir.” “Why so, Jane?" 
“Becos you artists never wants your 
rooms touched.” 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES 
The Hornbill-lobster. 


8a 


| Saturday, June 24, 1893. 


Scrne—That Nive Old Heaaurant in the Strand 

Walter, Hope it was to your liking, sir? 

Customer, Well, the Welsh rarebit: was tasty, certainly, but— 
what on ewrth do you do with the cheese when you've used all the 
rind for rarebits? ‘4 

‘ 

First Poverty-Stricken Journalist, 1 vay, Tom, how is a tive 
vound note marked?) It is so long since To saw one, thar Via 
lowed if [ don't forget, 

Second Porerty-Ntricken Journalist, A tive pound note? Whit 
isa tive pound note? ave 

s 

London Cousin, Lam glad you enjoyed the drive: and coming 
home from Richmond, did you take my advice and miahe the vetanr 
by Kew?! 

Country Cousin, Oh, vex, we went to Kew, but it wasn't anything 
like a day tour. It only took us a little over an hour. 


SHE laid her damask cheep to mine, 
It was her loving way, 

And then I knew once more there was 
A bonnet bill to pay. 


New Married Wife. I promised to cook Charlie's chop myself, 
Mrs. Jakes, so will you please give me the—er—the—oh !—the- er 
—oh, bother the thing! I've forgotten the name of it. You know, 
Mrs. Jakes, the iron to cook it on. 

Charwoman, And what koind of iron would it be, mum? 

Newly Married Wife. Why, a—a—a tiat iron, 1 suppose. 


* 
Toung Sharpahins, What is the meaning of the expression, “A 
man in his cups”? 


Old Shar pshing, Wt means when a man is ina state of hiccups. 
-* 


He, Why do women always flatter men so awfully? 
She. Because they wouldn't listen if women always spoke the 
truth. ee 
s 


Distinguished Amateur. Yes, I have decided to go upon the 


bap 5 
‘riend, What for? 

Distinguished Amateur (a little confused). Oh—er—why, to 
please my friends, of course. 

Friend, You'll be more likely to please your envmies. 


. 
“IN the majority of cases the benefit derived from a holiday i- 
the feeling of satisfaction with which we return to business at the 
termination of it.”— Lt ract from SLOPER'S Proverbiul Philosophy. 


= 
At Waterloo Station, 

Erasperated Passenger (to Conductor of Camden Town ‘bus), 
Hi, conductor! I’ve been waiting here a quarter of an hour! what 
clock do you go by? 

Conductor (with excessive politenrss), We don't go by clock at 
all, sir, we go by ‘bus. ae 

s 


Jones, What.a fool that young Dudely is! [ could kick him! 
Smith, Yes, he's got more money than brains. 
Jours, He doesn’t require to be a capitalist fur that. 

ad 


* 

De Masher. t's all thundering nonsense, don't you know, for 
you newspaper men to think such a lot of yourselves. Why, | 
could edit 9 paper if I had a mind, 

Newspape: Man (oh, so quictly ). Yes, you would want that. 


“Just one!” the eager lover cricd, 
Aud Fanny's heart was sore. 
“Oh, George!" the blushing maid replied, 
“You want but one? No more!” 
* 


Toung Sharpshing, 1 say, dad, why is a small path called a bridic 
, 


yath ? 

Old Sharpshina, Tt is called a bridle path, my son. because only 
two can walk together ¢omfortably in it,and because it is general. y 
more difficult to tind your way out of it than it is to enter upon it. 

z= * 


* 

Saipper. Do you think there is anything between Walker and 
Miss Sweetlipes? 

Snapper. Vdowt think so. 1 saw them sitting on a seat on the 
Parade last night, and they were so close together that tier: 
couldn't have beeu much between them. 

* 


Overheard at W—a ila made Beef Shop in Fleet Strest. 
Stranger, L say, waiter, that gentleman wily the large red nose 
hax gone out without paying you, 
Waiter. That was ALLY SLOPER, sir. 


He often tries that game 
on. ; 
Stranger, Oh, 1 see, what you may term an Ally mode of paying. 
ae 


s 

THE other doy, a gentleman staying ata hotel not a hundred 
miles from Charing Cross sent his hat to be ironed, atid was 
charged 2a, 6d, The next time he passed his hatters, be asked bin 
why he charged so much, “1 didn’t charge anything, sir,” was the 
reply ; and on investigation the following crescendo scale of protits 
was discovered: the page charged 6/., the porter Le, the text 
attendant put on another 6d., and the head waiter made it 2s. 6/, 


* 
Poct (with paeketful of MASS.). Look here, Mr. Bdicor. 1 wot 
take “ No” for an answer, 
Liuitor, Perhaps you wall take “declined with thanks "2 
* 


* 

Friend, Well, Mr. Stokina, how is business ? 

Mr. Stokins (a hosier), Oh, shocking! This tine, dry weather is 
ruining me. 

Friend, Wow is that? 

Mr. Stocking, Why, the girls dow't care nbout going in fer the 
new styses or anything pretty aud expeusive, because, you sr 
they have no excuse for showing them, 

uo 


‘vlanel Bowlong, Yes, sir, 1 have seen many sharks reach a hun- 
dred yards, 

Acquaintance, Humph! Well, yes, perhaps so, because it woul! 
take a good many sharks to reach a hundred yards; but Ul 
guarantee you've lever seen one single shark that length. 

Colonel Bowlong, 1 didu't say Chat T had, sir. 

* 


I LOVE the ground” beneath her feet. 
And here, perhaps, | ought to state 
The reason is, becuse it is 
A portion of her Va's estate, 
* 


Seamen's Missionary. Take care, my young seafaring friend. ©! 
you'll soon be xmong the breakers. 

Young Sacdor, Vm there already, old man—straight, dead, sions 
broke. 


*€ 
* 


Playgoer. Lam going to the “Friv.” to-night to hear the greit 
Garrick. ; 

Me Mouther, Then, sir, you will have the exireme felicity ¢! 
hearing me, for, as he is not well, I take his place this evening. 

Playqver, Ol, thank you awfully, 

Me Mouther. Why thank me? 

Playgeer. For putting me on my guard. I should certainly base 
gone if you hadn't, es 

Overheard at next Breakfast-Table, Groarenor Hotel, ; 

Young Bride (looking through quide-bowk), Fancy, dear, we =) 
travel through the Box Tunnel this morning. ae 

Young Bridegroom, By Jove..yes! Vd forgotten that. Waites. 
take these spring onions away aud bring me a few cloves. 


Saturday, June 24, 1893.) 
TOOTSIE OFF AGAIN. 


—_—— 


CHARLES LAMB was no lover of the seaside. “1 love town and 
country,” says the gentle Elia, * but this detestable Cinque Port is 
neither. [hate jthese 
scrubbed = xhoots, 
thrusting out their 
starved foliage from 
between the horrid 
fissures of dusty in- 
nutritious rocks, 
which the amateur 
calls verdure, to the 
edge of the sea. I 
cannot stand all day 
on the naked beach 
watching the capri- 
cious hues of the sea, 
shifting like the col- 
ours of a dying 
mullet. There is no 
sense of home at 
Hastings. It is a 
place of fugitive re- 
sort—an heterogen- 
ious assemblage of 
seamews and_ stock. 
brokers, Amphitrites 
of the town and 
misses that coquet 
with the ocean.” 

What a week this 
has been! Lardi and 
Tottie and I have 
ramsacked — Regent 
Street, and have 
packed and repacked 
our trunks and baskets. You may be sure, dears, that the bathing 
costumes have not been neglected. They are the really sweetest 
things you ever saw in your life. 

As the poet sings (ned 1 say the poet is Ashby-Sterry 2): 

“Then fling back your hair from your swect sunny faces, 
Awl ripple your locks to your delicate knees ; 
While free from the fetters of latchets and laces, 
While sporting iu sunshine and breasting the breeze ! 
“ Serene as the seagull so sleepily swaying, 
They fitfully flutter and restlessly roa ¢ 
These wiusome young witches so prettily playing, 
As brave as the breaker, as free as the foam !" 


If Mr. Ashby-Sterry had had us in his eye, he could not have hit 
us off better, but he did not know me then; in fact, 1 was at the 
tine only so high. You boys, however, will know what to expect, 
~o be in time. And now for the railway, to which Poor Pa has 
[ronsieed to conduct us, and where we are to be met by Lord Bob. 

Vell, 1 for one 

tenn to enjoy 
myself this year, © 2-- 
~o there! 

* * * * 

Well, this is 
funny! Here is 
the station 
studing where | 
ieft it last year, 
ond not at all 
ned, Put 
Robt Where's 
fob?) In all 
me exnerience of 
Bob. tf have 
hever before met 
withan instance 
of such want of 
attention on his 
part. Of course, 
It is needless to 
sas, dears, that 
we could get on 
a ocreat dew] more 
comfortably 
without Bob's 
company, but, 
then, how about 
the fares? In- 
deed, how about 
a sundwich and 
aovliss of wine 
hetore starting?) Details, it is true, but important ones. 1 really 
feel quite faint, 

The train isat the plhiform. The tickets are being taken and the 
srapidly tilling. We shall get horrid places. Wherever is 
And. bs the way, whereare Billy and the Dook? Poor Pa 
say> he will step vutside and have a look. He does so, 


Tramped down to tle sea. 


Seeing them off, 


* * * * * 
vrever is Poor Pa? Will he never come back? This is getting 
! sand. oh! Lado feel so faint. At last (-he might have done 
Weoencr, TP should have thought). Lardi owns to the possession of 
hilfacrown, We fly to the tirst class refreshment rouim. 

+ & * * * * 

We fect better now, And kere are th) Dook and Billy. “Where's 
Robs” they ery in chorus. “Goodness-knows, IIave you seen 
Poor Pal” Ac that moment we catch sight of Poor Pa coming 
oubot the seco] class velreshiment room wiping his mouth. We 
tax. Poor Pa with 
perfidy, 

What are we to do? 
If we only had our 
fares, we could go 
down and run up a 
bill till Bob came, 
Billy and the Dook 
like the notion, and 
Poor Va has an idea. 
Ma has entrusted him 
with some money to 
pay some taxes. He 
proposes we shall go 
third class and _ tell 


the difference to come 
to Poor Pa as interest 
on the loan, 

Poor Pa then un- 
rolla the paper the 
money ia in, and we 
find, to our dismay, 
there's only enough 
for three third singles 
and threepence over, 
which Poor Pa insists 
shall be spent in 
“HALE douipays.” 
in case of accident, as 
collateral security. 

Luyine the leaiing comic, . oe. . . And now 
5 we are off, leaving 
Hilly and the Dook in tears on the platform, 

As we travel down, we picture them “ padding the hoof” broken- 
hearted; Billy, dead’ beat, resting on a milestone ; the Dook’s legs 
saving way beneath him, 

Suppose Bob has bolted ! 


Bob we travelled first,’ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


OUR FIRST FISH STORY THIS SEASON. 

It’s a funny thing, but you'll always notice it: as soon as Aman 
learns how to handle a rod and a winch, he begins to make light 
of the existence of any such place as Purgatory, Dante was no 
fisherman: with his beliefs he couldn't have caught asticklebuck ! 
But you'll tind our statement correct ; and by the time the disciple 
of 1. Walton has taken his first trout. he will frankly tell you that 
future torment is all “bogey.” It must be so. : 

A couple of young fellows went up the Thames as far as Halli- 
ford last Sunday, to have a day's fishing. They know a bit—a 
little bit—about fishing at Halliford, mind you, but these younz 
sportsmen knew it all. A patriarchal old man was sitting on a 
bench outside the Ship. One of the young men nudged the other's 
elbow, and said, “See that old chap there /—well, he doesn't know 
me, but I know him; he was the father of the Goswell Road 
Diseators, and, on fishing matters, he's fairly in his second child- 
hood. [don't believe you could tell him anything about fishing 
that would astonish him.” 

* Let's try, anyway,” said the other, and he went across to the 
bench. 

* Mornin’, uncle.” . 

“Good mornin’, gen'l’men ; daown here a-fishin 

“Yes, You sec, we fished this water all last summer, and had 
such enpital iat that we thought we'd take it on agin” 

“Ay,ay. Well, you've got a nice day—not too bright. What're 
ye after—trout?” 

“Rather, Wouldn't bother after anything else. 1 got a whop- 
ring trout up here last summer, By George! he as a fish— 
es ce this rod clean snap in two!” 

The old man sucked at his short clay pipe and only said : 

“Oh, ay. Y’ must never be s'prised at a trout doin’ that—up 
here.” 

“No. But I landed him eventually. I got a hop-pole, with a 
washerwoman’s clothes-line at the end of it, and fished with that 
—blow me if he didn't break that, too!" 

“Oh, ay. Trouts thinks nothin’ o’ breakin’ a bit o° rope—up 
here.” 

“But I'd bet my pal here a new hat I'd land him—hadn't I, 
Charlie ?—and I yot a log chain and yanked him out.” _ 

“Oh, ay,” assented the old man, “log chains is the only thing to 
pull trouts out—up here.” : 

“Just so. Then, when I'd got him, he was too heavy even for 
the pair of us; we couldn't do anything with him, so we left him 
in that meadow across there.” 

© Oh, ay. The trouts dv run a bit ‘eavy—up here.” 

“But I wasn't going to be done bya trout. I went up to the 
station, hired the carrier's cart and six railway porters, and we just 
managed to get him home.” i 

“Oh, ay, we gen'ly has arailway van, they're the on'y things 
that'll carry the trout—up here.” 

“Well,” said the young fisherman, growing somewhat desperate, 
“you'll hardly believe it, that trout was too big to kill, and we 
turned him out to pasture with the cattle.” 

“ Bes’ thing too—trouts does well with cattle—up here.” 

“Yes, and after he'd been there a month, I'm blowed if he didn’t 
grow horns.” 

“What!” cried the old man, straightening up, “a tish grow 
horns?" 

“That's what I said.” 5 

“ Look here, young man,” he said, rising to his feet and grasping 
a hay fork, “I do b'lieve you're telling me a bloomin’ lie!" 


+o” 


THE AUCTIONEER. 
Tyr Auctioneer’s a person who 
To all the world displays 
An idiosvncrasy or two 
That fill us with amaze. 
The Auctioneer may not be prone 
In Cupid's bowers to rove, 

Yet every day he makes it known 
That he’s an hammcroux cove. 
The Auctioneer may be, perhaps, 

The gentlest sou. in town; 
Yet footpads and garrotting chaps 
He beats at hnocking down, 
The Auctioneer to “ ranter” herds 
On Sabbith morns may prereh, 
Yet otherwhiles he forms his words 
In most for-bidding speech, 

The Auctioneer savs things untrue, 
For oft he'll raise a roar 

Of * Going—going—gomy at Cre 2” 
And then remain il sows, 

The Auctioneer, een though he lists 
When o'er him thirst prevails 

To drink but water, yet exists 
Entirely on his (sales! 


A RAILWAY-STATION MELODRAMA. 

Yrs, quite a pretty little melodrama, and in a prosaic everyday 
railwav-station, too. Frith’s picture of the platform at Euston, 
with all sorts of domestic and heartbreaking complications taking 
dace just as the 12.10 is sbout to start for Liverpool—the sailor 
eine slobbered over by the sweetheart he is leaving, the J. W. 
Hobbs of the period being tapped on the shoulder by one detective. 
whilst a second slins the steel bracelets on him; the widow and 
her fatherless fet-headed boy, the card-sharper, and goodness 
knows who else besides—answer well enough Tor the uninitiated, 
but we say distinctly that you don't see such things ev'ry day. We 
start with 


Act I, 

The Midland Compoins’s cheap trip to the Grand Military 
Tournament in Londun-a7ithin easy walkin distance of St. 
Pancras—about to start from the old-fashioned stone station at 
Leicester. Crowds of sober, simple-minded Leicestershire folk, 
full of anticipation and pork-pie, crowding into the compartments, 
Among them DARBY. 1 lad oe old farmer of some sixty sum- 
mers, and JOAN. a well-preserved dame of fifty-nine winters and 
a spring. They are hot and flurried, but happy. Most of their 
journeys in life have been taken in the old hay-wazgon: going all 
the way to London inn real. red Midland railway carriage is a 
matter of no small importance, At last the latest hobbledehoy is 
scrouged in by the guard.“ Right forward |” he cried, the whistle 
shrieked—“fff-fff " goes the whopping great locomotive, and she 
steams out of the station, 

Act IT. 

Bedford. A matter of fifty or sixty miles ina crowded “third” 
has made Darsy a bit dry i’ th’ mouth, “Hey, mother!” 
says he, “Oi wunner if there's air a place t' git glass a’ aale?” 
“Oh, yew doan't want no aale,” saya she, “sit still, we sh'll be off 
ngainina minnit.” But DARBY dors want to rinse his throat out: 
nor “he won't be happy till he gets it.” Out of the carriage he hops, 
and along the platform he goes in search of the buffet. All ofa 
sudden—* Right forward !"—* fff-fff "—and away goes the train on 
her way to London! Darsy is ina fearful fix. He seeks out the 
station-master, and his grief knows no bounds, “That's bin and 
parted us for ever,” he says,” and the kindly official can't con- 
vince him to the contrary. To cut it short, there’s an express due 
that's timed to reach London twenty minutes before the “trip,” 
and the station-master very kindly allows him to go by it. 


4 
Act TIT. 

The platform of St. Pancras. Arrival of the Leicester excursion. 
Danby, who has been “in” a full twenty minutes, rushes forward 
to meet JOAN, with “Lor bless me! doan't it do my eyes glaad t’ 
see ve agin, JOAN.” But JOAN cries “ Away wi’ ye, man! away 
wi' ve! Doan't be comin’ yer Lunnon tricks on me. 1 left my 
owd man at other station—at Bedford, If yer doan‘t be off 
at once I] call a bobby and hae ye locked up!” 


fs: 
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A PASTORAL PLAY. 


— 


Hr was her hero. 

They were beth members of the Slushingham Amatcur Dramatic 
Society ane he stole her 
heart when he plaved 
Romeoto her duliet. aud 
Claude Melnotte to her 
Pauline. Hlis name, 
too, was so rcmantic— 
FitzAlan  Plantigenet 
Gaunt. He wasi’t born 
Gaunt (indeed, at that 
period of his existence 
tis relatives voted him 
Chubby), nor did his 
godfathers and god. 
mothers give him the 
names of FitzAlan Plan- 
tagenet. His real nume 
was Albert Chigglings ; 
the other was what he 
called his nom de tear- 
ter, 

The Slushingham A. 
D. C. determined to 
give a pastoral play. 
Accordingly, after some 
versuasion, Farmer 
Vurzelappen was in- 
duced to plaice his field 
from which the hay crop 
had just been got in at 
their disposal, and 
Chunnix, the carpenter, 
who was the first heavy 
villain of the company, 
constructed a fit-up, for the cost of which he subsequently sum- 
moned the club. But this is mere prosaic detail into which it is 
unnecessary to enter. 

Angelina Jerkin—which, to her sorrow, was her name—looked 
forward to the pastoral play day, with anticipation keen of the s.p. 
half.a crown punter, who has backed a winner to the meeting with 
the bookie who has laid it. She was the leading lady member of 
the club, and played all the best parts with a regularity that was 
as pleasing as it was the reverse to those lesser lights who also 
aspired to that honour. 

ill Ricketts, her faithful henchman, and who was carrying ona 
snug trade as grocer, provision merchant, ironmonger, draper, 
house decorator, stationer and retail coal purveyor at Slushingham, 
looked upon the whole of the amateur dramatic business as so much 
Ht capr-aeladaiall to use his own vulgar expression, and he told Ange- 

ina xo, 

“But then you have no soul,” she remonstrated. “FitzAlan 
often says so.” 

“Ile does, does he!" 
aiid Mr. Ricketts. 
“Very well. P’r'aps he'll 
find I've got a pretty 
thick and heavy sole. 
and a broad capped toe 
to it.” 

The eventful day of 
the pastoral play 
arrived. Sodid the audi- 
ence, one at atime. 
When the curtain rang 
up for As You Like It, 
there were at least six 
people in the front row 
and tive in the back 
ones, 

They were plaving 
Faust, Fitz Alan always 
went for the Lyceum 
pieces. It suve people 
achance of sceing how 
Irving ought to play his 
marts, so FitzAlan cast 
himself for | Mephis- 
topheles, and they were 
playing the garden 
scene as a sort of 
curtain-raiser to As You 
Luke It. : 

All went: very well up 
to a point. That point 
was when Farmer Wuarzelappen’s bull, who had not been consulted 
usto the intrusion of the amateur mummers into his domain, 
caught sight of a central figureclad in scarlet of the most vivid hue. 
This was more than the animal felt disposed to stand. It was 
adding insult to injury with a vengeance, and he determined to 
resent it accordingly. 

So the black bull marched leisurely up to that portion of the 
field where the auditorium was set in frontof the tit-up.and looked 
inquiringly round as if in quest of the acting- manager or the 
box-oftice keeper. 

But the latter official had heard of the new arrival before, and was 
engaged in breaking the quarter-mile record across the tield. And 
the rest of the audience also left their seats withont waiting for the 
eutracte, and precerded to make a wild rush for tie nearest cover 
in the quickest possible manner, 

“What are vou bally idiots all doing?” shouted FP. 1P. Gaunt, as 
he saw the stampede. Presentiy, however, he beheld the cause of 
it, and then the company 
made tracks in the same 
direction as the audience, 

Angelina, who was play- 
ing Marguerite, saw an 
opportunity for a dram- 
atic situation in’ which 
she could star as leading 
lady, and FitzAlan j 
venile lead. So she * pos 
for the picture” and 
cried, “FitzAlan, save 
your Angelina!” 

But FitzAlan heard 
not. He was doing the 
hundred yards inside ten 
dead, It was then that 
Ricketts, who had seized 
a pinion) rushed up 
and kept the bull at bay. 
The quadruped not seeing, 
though he felt the point 
of he pitchfork joke, 
turned his attention to- 
wards the man in red as 
the readiest subject of 
vengeance, A slimy ditch 
stretched in FitzAlan’s 
mth — he was on the 
rorns of a dilemma, In 
another moment he was 
on the horns of the bull; 
in yet another he fell witha flop into the weedy, green, slimy ditch, 
whence he was ultimately rescued in an unrecognisable state. 

The spell was broken. Angelina has given up the Slushingham 
drama, She now assists her husband to conduct his flourishing 
store. 


The garden scene. 


Caught sight of a central igure, 


Flop into the slimy ditch. 


Oh, dear me, no, we are not joking. Beauty is almost as well 
represented in Captain Boyton's Water Show as inthe Sloper Family. 
The above sketch is certainly no exaggeration of fact. 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 292.—MIss ROSALIE WYER. 


“I wot not of no fairer maid!" —T he Dook Snook. 
“ No stern rebuff can ever quell my passion '” —Lord Bub, 
“ A constant slave am I to woman's charms !"—T7 he Hon. Billy. 


¢1) “Dou t look staggered, McNab. Drink no more whisky, but try 


this nectar. All abstainers like it.” 


 __ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“ How dare you, sir, offer me your confounded hair 
restorer when ladies are in the shop!” 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


“My dear Stacy,—I am coming to lntersiew Jou. Look out. Yours, A. SLOPER.” 
“My dear SLoPER,—If you «do, look out! ‘ours, H. Stacy Marks.” This brief 
correspondence having passed, the Eminent felt it necessary to observe, “I must 
dissemble!" The next day Mr. Marks was disturbed by a violent knock at his studio 
door in St, John's Wood. —(1) “I beg pardon, brother, but do you want a moilel ?” 
Such were the words that issued in sepulchral tones from the cow! of a Franciscan 
monk., “Well,” replied Mr. Marks,“I am not painting monks just now, but——”" 
“One moment,” said the holy father, “allow me to make a note of that, Thank you, 
Proceed.” “ But as you are here I may as well makea study of you. Come in."——(2) 
While Mr. Marks was arranging his palette,he happened to turn suddenly,and recognized 
the well known mouth of A. SLopER—for ‘twas no other, as the reader has, no doubt, 
already guessed—in the act of sampling something out of one of the artist's bottles ; 
but as the contents happened to be turps he checke him not, allowing him time to 
unchoke and replace his cowl. “ By-the-by,” said Mr. Marks, “what is your fee?” 
“A pound an hour, sonny—I mean brother.” “That's very high!" “Not for a gen- 


“Do you know, unele, Mr. Binks has married again? This is his 
sixth wife.” “Ah, my dear, wives must be his hobby.” 


[Saturday, June 24, 1898, 


“Thave just had a proposal from 
Dr. Tims, dear, but have refused 
him, The heulth of our town is so 
good, that he might make an in- 
valid of me for practice."— Extract 
Jrom Letter of Young Lady. 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—H. STACY MARKS, Esq., R.A. 


nine article, laddie—I mean brother!" “The genuine article? Oh, indeed! Then, 
where is your monastery ?" “San Francisco, of course, old co—I mean brother ! and 
if you should be coming our way, you might give us a look up. We shall make you 
right welcome—but don't come ona Friday.” “Why, you contemptible old humbug !” 
cried Mr. Marks, tearing off the monk's robe. The Eminent hung his head, “ How- 
ever, never mind,” went on the R.A., smiling, “I'll paint you all the same.” “Generous 
youth——" “There, that'll do; get up there. Humph! Appears to be a want of 
muscular development.” “ Forty-three round the chest, dear boy.” Mr. Marks shook 
his head, doubtfully, and got a tape and measured the F.0.1.—(3) Thus they 
formed a group suggesting the famous picture, “Science is Measurement.” “Gai, 
you're right !" cried Mr. Marks, “but you wear your cliest much too low down.” At 
this A. SLOPER, who really prides himself upon his figure, observed he was not 
accustomed to brook insults, and retired in high dudgeon.—(4) When he went to 
bed that night he dreamt that at one time he was the original of “The Great Auks 
Egg,”——(5) and at another, that he sat for the chairman of “A Select Committee. * 


McNAB AND BROTHER GEORGE McVETO. 


(2) “Jist a wee drap whilst I hau'd me nose.” 


(3) Then McNab said : “ Whit wis that beautiful stuft ye gave me? It taste! very much 


like lovely whisky.” “Who said it wasn't ?" warbled Brother George McVeto 


Saturday, June 24, 1898. ] ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

One: in, ladies and gentlemen, once again your old friend comes up smiling to time. fvund that he was No. 2:—From wooden pavement, 0 1 hear, The public has a lot to fear :—At 
Poncteslite’ ta; at leat cua at my virtues. Let 2 commence :—Though Sasa to resign had Islingtun the Firemen show How much the public to them owe. There, that's the finish; it’s all [ 
svcorn, That resolution’s now withdrawn :—The Lambeth Board declare this fish A too expensive can do for you this week. Keep your weather eye open for a real stunner next. The hot 
surt of dish:—Hospital Sunday—well, to me, This is an ideal charity :—The canny Scots for- weather still contin and in a week or two 1 doubt not most of you will be joo ing over my 
gather, and Enjoy themselves in manner grand: — The “ Army” captain here you view, Why weekly show by the sea waves, Ta, ta! Youra——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
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rttieewe ExhilsiGion- 
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Nosmital Su nday- 


Mauma, Tommy is always so fond of your cake, 

: si ealeses Dear Little fellow! is he? Let him put some in his 
pocket, 

Tommy. I've got some there already. 


“It may be all very well to ‘take the bull by the horns,’” 


ya 
Crumple, « put it didn’t work well with an infuriated cow.” 


“FAR, FAR AWAY.” 
Jones (limping home from bath). Here, your advertisemen. 
states “ magniticent sea bathing,” and I've been and cut myself 


It’s to go with the dress I've got on, and it must be a fast colour.” to pieces with rocks! 
He. No, Tl am not married yet—I can't get any girl to love me. “It'll have to be a very fast colour indeed, m'n, if it’s to go with your dress, m'm ; for it ‘pears ly. Mebbe yer didn't go fur ‘nuff out. There's foinest 
She, Ob! if you wait for that you'll never get married. to me, m'm, that that colour’s heen gone a long time, m'm.” eca bathin’ in England ‘bout two moiies outliu the bay, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—s 


lithe Amerienns wish to retuin the pride of place in vachting 

his veor trey will have to cousidersbly sueiuten up. Lord Dun. 
riven meine te trv herd to 
brine beek the Laurel Wresth 
to Old England, and in the 
Valkyrie he possesses a yacht 
the equal of whieh has never 
vet been seen in this or any 
other country. The command 
of the vessel has, of course, 
becn offered to A, SLOPER, but 
only to be declined with 
thanks. The Emiinent’s. sea 
experiences have chiefly been 
confined to voyages between 
London Bridge and Battersea, 
when qualms of conscience and 
other things have, even during 
that short journey, made him 
regret his temerity. For the 
good of the community at 
large, and himself in particular, 
A. SLOPER thinks it better that 
he should remain on land, 


* 

SOMETHING very like a 
panic, we understand, will 
soon prevail in the watch trade. 
The fact is, people won't buy 
tickers of mere jewellers when 
they stand a chance of winning 
asplendid silver timekeeper by 
simply — purchasing rks! 
weekly, and applying for one ona post card, Jove ! the rush for 
our new half 2 comic is really something stupendous. 

s¢ 
* 

Now that A. SLOPER has left London fora time, the atmosphere 
of the metropolis is expected to be a little less oppressive. It is an 
astounding thing, but within a radius of five miles of the Eminent's 
nose, the thermometer is always about twelve degrees higher than 
in any other part of England. Brightonians, please note and pre- 
pare necordingly, a 

s 


IF it were incumbent upon anyone to present the Duke of York 
and his bride with a wedding gift, surely on none more so than 
the members of that light-fingered fraternity—the pickpockets. 
The ocveasion will mean a glorious harvest for them, and if they 
possess a single spark of gratitude, they will mark their apprecia- 
tion ina very handsome manner, 

Ld 
* 

Now that the members of the Oldham Tobacconists’ Association 
have passed a resolution pledging themselves nut to sell tobacco 
to children under twelve, 
We tay soon expect to 
see some other body of 
dealers in the fragrant 
weed announce — their 
intention of refusing. in 
future, to serve members 
ot the fair sex with the 
larmlesssenjovablecigar- 
otte. Lewould be anawfal 
blow, for women are 
becoming more and more 
nddiected to smoking, and 
the arts amd devices they 
would be atto obtain the 
luxury, were they untble 
to themselves purchase it 
are realy too shocking 
to contemplate. 

= ¢@ 


* 

THE Mildewed Fabric 
has thix day been pleased 
to confer the * Award 
ot Merit “upon ARTHUR 
TP. DALR, because hese 
championcrhibition pro- 
moter, @Pevther,” lsped 
the Azure Rved Babelet, 
“Tye Copes of ver still, 
What A. a D. don't f . - 
know about gettin’ hup hexerbitiens ain't worth rafilin’ for a 
‘wpennya ticket.” | And his illustrious Sire concurred, and the two 
went gaily out to drink health, prosperity and more successes to 
the new F.O.8. in the foaming beaker. 

* 


* 

Last week, at Ascot, the Hon. Pilly lost his purse and his 
heartat the same time, one person contiscating both. This will, 
to a certain extent, account for his having to tramp to the seaside, 

s. * 
* 


ACCORDING to a well-known auctioneer, land in London is going 
down, Well, what of it?) So are Irish and Scotch whiskies ; so is 
“Unsweetencd ”; so is beer; so is——but there, there, it is the 
nature of some people to be troubled at tritles. 

s+ 


* 

THE high dive feat intoa tank of water is just about getting 
stale, in spite of the attempts of certain newspapers to keep it fresh 
by a series of pulls. A. SLOPER is now thinking of diving from the 
summit of St. Poul’s Cathedral into a gallon of “ Unsweetened.” 


Further particulars will be announced, 
s. 


. 

IN spite of rival attractions—and many of them powerful ones 
too—Horace Sedger is doing splendid business at the Lyric Theatre. 
Eleanora Duse was 
undoubtedly one of 
the strongest trump 
eards that it) was 
vossible to play, and 
wer performances, 
one and all, must be 
classed of the A-l 
order, Her interpre- 
tation of the heroine 
in Camille would, in 
itself, be difficult to 
beat, and she seems 
equally at home in 
comedy as in 
tragedy. Her stay 
in London, we are 
informed, is limited. 
Playgoers therefore 
ure advised to seize 
every opportunity of 
witnessing her vari- 
ous performances, 


* 

THRE Hon. Billy is 
exceedingly — indig- 
haunt that none of his 
soul-stirring letters 

. upon “The Deterio- 
ration of the Bath Bun have as yet found their way into Larks ! 
Billy says it isa subject of all-absorbing interest. but the Editor 
of that sparking ha’portit doesn’t seem to share the same View, 


_,. 


ALY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE combined etlect of the Earl's Courteries and the =till 
mignificent weather are, as was only to be expected, beginning to 
make its influence felt upon London : 
places of amusement. and things thea. 
trical are, despite the fact that the 
seison is almost at ite height. some. 
what depressingly dull, | True, the 
music - halls rious institution the 
music-hall—are doing fairly good biz. 
tut the theatres — well, the ghost 
doesn't walk with anything like the 
regularity he might. At the “ Friv..” 
snd at the & Priv.’ alone, is the demand 
for seats as large as ever—but then, 
that tasty little playhouse is quite an 
exceptional establishment, 


* 

FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE, — 
Mr. Ixanc Moses has accepted an invi- 
tation to Holloway Castle, where he 
will be the guest of the governor for n 
few weeks. A large party has been 
usked to meet him, and it is hoped that 
Mr. Moses will take this opportunity 
of delivering one of his lectures upon 
the science of oakum-picking. 


* 

Sin CHARLES RUSSELL is somevhat 
unfortunate, Only recently he was ac. 
cused by an enemy of betting in the 

wrecinets of the House, and no sooner 
Fas he given the lie to his calumniator, 
than one of our correspondents writes 
to say that the Attorney-General is certainly mixed up in a 
very fishy transaction. This time, however, it turns out to be 
nothing more than the Behring Sea Arbitration which Sir Charles is 
engaged upon, That correspondent of ours ought to wear a 
muzzle. ee 
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THIS és senside weather, and no mistake. Fancy sweating ata 
desk, and poring over copy, drawings, and other things, with the 
thermometer at 100 in the shade. Ye gods! think of that. And 
yet, it is ewe fate. A tyrannical master, from whose verdict there 
is no appeal, ordains it so. In vain is it to trot out the good old 
annual of an ailing wife and sick children. Equally in vain is it 
to work up all the ills that flesh is heir to, on our own account. 
The tyrant is obdurate, and no power on earth will move him 
except, perhaps, “ Unsweetened "—and that we cannot aftord in 
sufficient quantities, ee 

s 

PERHAPS one of the most annoying and dispiriting things in 
connection with Quarter Day is the disgusting regularity with 
which it comes round 
again. Just as we have 
recovered from the 
heavy calls made upon 
our purses by the settle- 
ment of the bills due 
upon the list, and are 
contemplating, perhaps, 
launching out into a 
little enjoyment, lo! 
another Quarter Day 
and a crop of bills as 
healthy looking as any 
previous, And so on, 
all through — the weary 
year; bills, bills, bills! 
pay, pay, pay! rent, 
taxes, gas, water, 
butcher, baker, and 
candlestick-maker, all 
clamour incessantly for 
their oof. Well may 
the British House. 
keeper for one pro- 
pound the much vexed 
query,” Is life Worth 
Living?" ¢ « 

* 


IT is untrue that A. 
SLOPER has just ar- 
ringed a prize-fight ‘ 
between Sexton and Tim Healy. Cptothe present, no club has 
ottered a large enough purse to attract these twu celebrated com- 
batants. 8 

a 


THE claim is made that the music of “ Ta-raera-boom-de-ay” 
was sung about four hundred yearsago; but with «lmost criminal 
negligence, the man who says so doesn’t tell us the name of the 
pretty chorus girl whosays she remembers the occasion, Should any 
of our readers remember of having heard it sung so far back, theu 
we'll admit the statement to be correct. 

bares 


On Saturday, July Ist, London printers, generally, intend having 
their annual outing, and don't you forget it either, Not that any 
of us who have attended it in previous years are likely to do so, 
Nothing is more unlikely. This year we want to see a bigger 
gathering than ever, That a happy day will result is just about as 
certain as anything é* on this earth, On ordinary days the special 
return fare to Margate and Ramsgate is d«., but on this occasion it 
is only 3s, 67, ee 

= 

ALTHOUGH his varied Ivbours ond responsibilities will not 
allow of his visiting Chicago, A, SLOPRR, the other evening, did 
just about the very next thing he could 
—viz., in visiting the Alhambra Theatre. 
Talk about spectacular ettect—well, there 
you have it at its best. The new ballet, 
Chicago, is widoubtedly one of the tinest 
seen in London fora long time past. and 
although not so varied perhaps as Rewnd 
the Town at the rival show over the way, ¢ 
there can be no doubt of its success. . 
Resides the ballet, many of the star ‘ 


sulted. ‘ee 
s 
CAPTAIN BLoopwine, the head of 
the ruthless band at whose dark doings 
readers ot Larks! stand aghast, has, we 
understand, received a tempting offer 
from “General” Booth to become a con 
vert to the “Army,” and relate his 
deeds of blood upon the platform, The 
desperado chief has rejected it with 
scorn, and declared war to the death. 
The Salvationists are victualling their 
Headquarters for a prolonged siege. 
* * 


In order to prevent disappointment to 
Numerous creditors, we think it only 
right to state that A. Soper did not 
have a good Ascot week. As a matter 
of detail, every animal in) which ke 
invested his oof turned out, in the classic phraseology of the turf, 
astumer. The Eminent is seriously thinking of sending in his 
resignation to the Jockey Club. and severing his connection with 
the turf altogether. We hope to be forgiven for saying that he 
Ascot the huinp of it, 


| Saturday, June 24, 1693. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAN FOR THE WEEK ENDING IsT JULY, 1893. 
Sees 
25th June, 1493.—Py an ordinance of the lrovost of Paris 
ixsnied this day, all persons sick with small-pox were bidden to 
leave the town within twenty-four hours, or were threatened, i, 
‘ase of their disobedience, that. they were to be cast into water in, 
a sack, which also was to contain an ape, a cock and a serpent 
This, by the Ancients, was the punishment awarded to a parricide. 


Se el ae ce RSE SIA 

26th June, 1855.—Tom Paddock this day fought Aaron 
Jones near Mildenhall, in Suffolk, for £100 a side, Paddock win. 
ning inan hour and twenty-nine minutes and sixty-one rounds, 
* Poor Aaron, who had done all he could, was much mortified, and 
cried like a child. He could searcely walk on leaving the ring, ay! 
was obliged to lie down on an adjacent bank for some time before 
he could be removed. Paddock was no great shakes, and wa. 
evidently much delighted that his task was at an end.” 


“27th June, 1883.—Emmanuel Jackson, the aéronaut, thi- 
day shot his wife dead and committed suicide. 


28th June, 1837.—On this day, at the West Riding York. 
shire Sessions, Joshua Jackson, convicted of selling his wife, wa< 
sentenced to be imprisoned for one month with hard labour, 


iit ae i 

29th June, 1735.—Several turnpikes having been puted 
down in the counties of Hereford and Gloucester, and threatening 
letters sent tothe Commissioners to deter them from erecting them 
again, a reward of fifty pounds was this day offered for the appre. 
hension of any of the rioters. 


30th June, 1882.—The Daily Telegraph of this date states 
that the last official act of the retiring Sheriffs of London and 
Middlesex was the selection of the successor to Marwood. the 
hanginan. Bartholomew Binns, of 37 Denton Road, George Sireet. 
Dewsbury, was chosen. “The pay is understood to be £100 jer 
annum as a retaining fee by the Corporation, and £10 for each 
execution.” 


lst July, 1836.—Raikes, under this date, says: “An old 
ofticer of rank died lately in the canton D'’Harcourt dép du Cal- 
vados, bequeathing a large fortune to his nephew, on condition 
that he married within twelve months, but nota young lidy to 
whom he was known by the testator to be attached. The year was 
drawing near to a close when the young man took the expedient ot 
marrying an old woman of eighty-five, with whom he does not 
live, but whose poverty he has converted into comparative aflu- 
ence. The two lovers are waiting anxiously for the death of the 
good old woman.” 


THE HOLLOWER CAVERN. 


AT early morn I rose from bed, 
I sought no vaults or tavern, 
But o'er the clitf-lined coast I sped, 
Resolved to tind that dreary, dread 
And weirdly place of which i'd read— 
The far-famed Hoilow Cavern. 


And when my journey’s end I “ fetched,” 
My toil was well rewarded. 
The entrance to the cave | sketched, 
And in its depths strange sights I ketched 
Of human skeletons there stretched 
And manmunoth bones there hoarded. 


Sut when into that cavern vast 
For many a mile Pd journered, 
My lamp went out. I learned. aghast, 
That Vil of natehes struck my Iast. 
And, lost i th’ dark, eight hours L passed 
Ere [ to light returned. 


Then quickly homeward I did bound, 
For though. beyond all question, 
That Hollow Cavern’s much renowned, 
Yet, in my wanderings underzround 
A cavern hollower far Ud found 
In my regions of digestion. 


CONDITIONALLY! 

Philanthropic Individual, 1 say, you know Sneakins? Wel! 
we're getting up a little subscription to send him away to the sea 
side. He's nota nice fellow, I know, but he's ill, Will you give 
us a dollar? 

Drown, Yes, on one condition, 

Philanthropic Indicidual, What's that! 

Brown, That you buy him a single ticket, 


A “BITTER” CASE. 

Patient, Good morning! Dr. O’Buoser, Pve called) to ask reur 
advice. I sutfer from a constant thirst. morning. oon and melt. 
and nothing seems to quench it. What can Pde?! 

Dr, O Booser, Whoy, dhrink man, av carse. 

Patient, Last night Idrink four quarts of bitter, one after the 
other, and I was just as thirsty after as i was before. [tis a most 
remarkable case. What would you take for it? 

Dr. O Booser (with unction)., Not a £1000 me bhoys ! 


—— 


A SHATTERED IDOL. 


It was Henry Bloomingdale Scottopper’s maiden effort in the 
art of courtship—that is, 77a man ever really courts a secon 
woman, and SLOPER thinks he doesn't. He doesn’t tell his pure 
and virgin and ardent love to the second girl with all the unre- 
servedness and “ bite” that he did tothe first, whilst the girl herse!! 
—especially the girl who has been made love to once before—listens 
to number two with a far-away expression in her eyes that tel!- 
the veriest tyro at thought-reading that she has read, marked. 
learned and ‘dizested the somewhat sweeping summing-up 0! 
King Solomon, who said in his heart that all men were—well, 10 
doubt you remember. P ; 

Tho all-pervading presence of this conviction in the mind 0 
Amalie J ‘lie Sapolio Scrubsine, may have caused her to appeit 
little “distant” to’ards young Henry, when he walked her rounl 
the band-stand at the end of the pier on that eventful night, u! 
he concluded to hurry the siege along a bit. ss 

“You're so cold and reserved to-night, Malie, my own,” he sit. 
or, rather, breathed fervently into her left ear, or as much of itas 
was visible over the summit of the parrot-green Jeg-o'smutton 
sleeve. 

“Am I? I didn't notice it myself. ‘ 

“Probably not, my darling, probably not; but J noticed it. 
Now, if we are really to go through this world in double harness— 
and don't forget that I've told you I've saved seventeen pounds ten 
in the Post Oftice Savings Bank towards getting the ‘appy ome 
together—you must say xo to-night. 1 shan't let you go until vol 
give mean answer, Something tells me that you are not entire! 
indifferent to my intentions.” 

“Oh, indeed! And who, may I ask—" 

“Tt isn'ta who, it’s an it.” 

“Indeed! And pray what is #2” 

He felt he was making rather a fool of himself, but he plucked 
up heart of courage, and said : 

“Why, 7 isa dear little bird that comes to me every night dow" 
my bedroom chimney, and whispers little secrets to me.” 

The proud, beautiful girl drew herself up like a pillar of sco"! 

* Let me tell you, Mr. Scoutopper,” said she, “that you've be"! 
wrongly informed. Your feathered detective is off his bloom! 
perch. Good night!” 


Saturday, June 24. 1893.1 
SELFISH FOR SHELLFISH. 


[More than one contemporary has lately state! that the star-fish is quite as 
much an oyster-vater as man.) 


Ir lately has been 


{sas stated 
A coxen of the dest . By a paper most 
C natives Pler3e a belated 
saa” oJ 


That the star-fish eats 
a deal of certain 
shelltish ; 

The oyster is his 
fancy 

(Now this sounds 
uite romancy), 


Cut he eats them ina 
manner that is 
selfish. 

‘Tis said (great 
goodness gra- 
cious !) 

That he is more 
voracious 

Than any sort of man 
that eats most 
hearty ; 


So, all things now 
debated, 
This fish may well 
be rated 
Asa very strange and 
most peculiar 
party. 


There's one thing “bout this question 
Of which there's now suggestion, —__ 
And that is what's the star-fish plan of campaign ?— 
Does he eat his oysters curried 
(To know we feel quite tlurried), 
And does he eat them with Chablis or champagne? 


oe 


HEED YE THE WARNING. 


Now,a certain man took unto himself a wife. And the name of 
that man was James Henry; and they called his wife Angelina 
Jane. And they get them to a house at Chiswick, which is by 
Hammersmith and nigh unto the plain of Barnes, 

And they took unto themselves a handmaiden, and called her 
name Sarah. 

And it came to pass that upon the evening of the Sabbath Day 
that Sarah put on gorgeous raiment and journeyed forth from the 
home of ner master, F 

And she had not gone far when a young man by the wayside 
spoke unto her, saying, “ Whoa, Tottie!” for she was exceedingly 
comely. 

And she answered him roughly, saying, “Chuck it; give over!” 
but he refused, and together they journeyed into the city and 
sojourned there until nightfall. And they did drink there ; and the 
name of wine which they drank was rum and shrub; and they 
returned together unto the 
house of her master. 

And he did meet her 
again upon the eve of every 
Sabbath ; and people spoke 
within themselves, saying, 
“He is keeping company 
with her.” 

And thirty days had 
passed when, behold! the 
master of the house spake 
unto his wife at breakfast, 
siying, “ Angelina, this tea 
xets a d—d sight worse 
every week, and the butter 
isnot worth a tinker’s cuss.” 

But the woman answered 
him, saying, “Verily, 1 
tell vou they are of ood | 
quality—yea, even of the ; 
best—the tea at two and t 
six,and the butter at one 
and eight.” 

And they marvelled within themselves, asking, if these things, 
then, of which we eat ourselves, are of such sorry savour, what 
then, can those be like unto which are purchased for the hand- 
maiden—the tea at one and two and the margarine at eightpence 
halfpenny ? 

And the handmsiden, who was without the door with her ear at 
the keyhole, overheard, And she laughed and made exceedingly 
merry, crying, “Oh, if this ‘ere dodge of Bill's ain’t a lovely suck 
in, and no error!” 

For, lo! the name of her lover was William, he whom she had 
encountered by the roadside ; and he was assistant to a grocer at 
the gate of the city. 

And when the mistress of the handmaiden came to purchase 
goods of two qualities, he would mark those packages for kitchen 
ees with the highest price, and those for parlour with the 
oOWest, 

And the handmaiden flourished and grew fat, even unto great 
colpulence : vet they who hired her, yea. her master and her mis- 
hey srouned vu long in vexation of spirit and weariness of the 

toh, 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.”" 
No. 1OL—ALICE HETHERINGTON, 


Sin AUGUSTUS came to Alice, 
Ife who sits on the Thespian throne; 
“Come —oh! come—and in my 
‘palace’ 
Let thy gorgeous form be shown. 
Shall a maid so fair, so clever, 
Stick in the measly ‘Friv.’ for ever?” 


Frederick Leighton came to Alice, 

{fe the king of the realms of art ; 
“In the earth no sweeter gal is ; 

Give mea sitting, beauteous tart ! 
Pray don’t be by SLOPER’s wretched 
Ass of an artist thumb-nail-sketchéd !” 


_ Algie Swinburne came to Alice, 
ile “ loved of the heavenly 
Sine; 
“First [ll sup of the Muse’s chalice, 
Then I'll sing of thy charms divine. 
Meet for thee is a lay, sublimer 
Than the brainless rot of the Shog- 
wunk's rhymer!” 


Sweetly smiled our glorious Alice— 
Smiled on Charlie and Fred and 
Gus: 
“Think not, gents, that I bear you 
malice, 
But I can't be torn from my old 
5 « loves thus. 
For there’s naught on earth that my spirit raises 
TNetew Brive bows’ cheers and my SLOPER'S praises !” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


27 BRIGHTON PLACE. PORTOBELLO, June Sth, 1803. 
Dear ALLY.—It is now some two or three years since last you 
were seen in Scotland, On that occasion you were ew route for the 
grouse shooting ; and,as the people up here are anxious to have a 
ook at your dear face again before you die, perhaps, to gratify 
their wish, vou might, accompanied by vour wife, Tootsie, aud Mac 
and the Twins, pay your friends in the North a short visit. Porto- 
bello, as you are no doub: aware, lies on the shores of the Forth, 
some three miles from Edinburgh, and there, towards the end of 
this month, a regatta will be heid, under the auspices of the Eastern 
Amateur Rowing Club of that town ; and, as on that day the Edin- 
burgh citizens turn out in thousands to witness the various eveuts, 
your presence would afford them very great pleasure indeed. 
Trusting you will see your way to be present on that occasion, 

1 remain, your old * Unsweetened” pal, 
LOBERT H. WHITELAW, F.O.S, 


86 BRIDGE ROAD, WEsT BATTERSEA, June 9th, 1893. 
Dear ALLY,—Do you think the following account worth insert- 
ing in your valuable * HALF-HoLIDay"? If so, 1 have no doubt 
it will Interest many of your readers, especially those who are fond 
of that faithful animal of yours. A young friend of mine has taken a 
farm at Ealing, in Middlesex, and had conveyed some of his goods 
by oneof his waggons, himself travelling about two days onthe road, 
accompanied by his dog, named Snatcher, a fox terrier, After 
their arrival, the dog never took to his new home, and at the 
eee of three months his old mistress paid a visit to her son 
at Ealing, for a short period, having come from a village named 
Worton, in Wiltshire, about eighty miles from Ealing, leaving her 
son's house about 2 month since, on the Saturday, and to her great 
surprise she found the dog on the mat, on the following Wednes- 
day, at the back door of her house, displaying the greatest delight 
in seeing his mistress, having travelled eighty miles in about three 

days. A REGULAR SUBSCRIBER. 

es 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 171—HE Resists A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


1. 
To Druriolanus and Pettitt, Esquire. 
A letter was sent by old Stick-in-the Mire. 
“7 hear, my dear friends, that a trip you will take 
To Chicago, and write your new play there : 
And 1 wish, for the playgoing multitude’s sake, 
To inquire if my passage you'll pay there, 
And take me along to the City of Bacon 
To aid in the work which in hand you have taken. 
For Carados tells me your drama will turn 
On the loves and the hates of a lady 
Whom Society views with a countenance stern, 
Because most of her actions are shady. 
And I beg to assure you, in manner most meck, 
I possess an experience large and unique 
Of the sex, and no mortal knows better, methinks, 
How the finest emotions will often 
The heart of the worst and most dissolute minx 
Consecrate and ennoble and soften. 
So T'll give you some hints in composing your ploy 
Which will make it successful for ever and aye!” 


II. 
die ticity was posted on Sunday: on Tuesday the hear:broken 
oun 
Sat weeping in sackcloth and ashes and venting a woebegone sound. 
For a wonderful change had come o'er him, “ Alas and alack ! 
can it be 
That the baleful and baneful temptation had power over me,even ME! 
Rut at last I have mastered it wholly—I swear TP will never forswear 
The allegiance 1 owe to my readers. vor leave them to ie in despair. 
In the marvellous sights of Chicago let indolent people delight : 
Let Harry's and Gussie's wild cusses resound as they painfully write : 
With tears let them beg and beseech me to go with and give them a 
hand, (land! 
But I -ron't run away from my readers for all the red gold in the 
For how shall my wonderful weekly, that’s suld through the whole 
of the realm, (helm: ” 
Be replete with its wonted high humour if SLOPER is not at its 


Thus made the Wreck this grend determination 

And to his readers sent 2n intimation 

That, for their sake, he'd crushed » huge temptation— 
Yet mentioned not that he’d on Monday night 

From Gus and Hal had this communication : 

“Your presence, sir, will yield us much elation, 

To clean onr boots will be your occupation, 
And at vour fiery nose our pipes we'll light!" 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS:” 


£50 Insurance Coupon. 


“LARKS:” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures. 
“LARKS:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 
“LARKS!” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Langs!” Orrick, % SHON LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


THE POET AND HIS LOVE. 
[Suggested by the tragic inc dent which recently took place near Canterbury. J 
ABROAD they loved to haunt the haunt of birds, 
And pluck with childish pains the wild-grown tlowers ; 
At home with earnest, tender, loving words 
And mournful song they whiled the pensive hours, 
From all the creeds and cravings of their kind 
Apostate, they had vowed on Nature's charms 
To feast in peace awhile, and then to find 
The dark hereafter, in each other's arms, 
All in the wild wood, like the Babes of yore, 
Two silent forms lie tranquil side by side : 
Two gentle hearts grown cold for evermore, 
In life united, death could not divide. 
And some would apotheosize the twain 
Whose heavenward yearnings bade them heavenward speed, 
While others view the sacrifice with pain, 
Yet rail against the suicidal deed. 
But human reason takes too bold a flight 
In either issue. "Neath the cotlin lid, 
Aud lost for evermore to mortal sight, 
The secrets of those silent hearts lie hid. 
Without presumption we can nothing more 
Than weep the loving pair untimely dead, 
And dream that, true and tender as of vore. 
Still hand in hand through fairer tields they tread. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Wuy is the letter P like Allsopp’s ?—Because it makes ale pale. 
AN old householder says that from his experience the oftenest 
wetted whistle is—the police whistle. 
“AWL Saint's Church”: One consecrated to St. Crispin. 
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ZEPHANIAH P. SUGC. 
(A Romance or Sautr Lane City.) 
CHAPTER LV. 

THE lady who had observed the departure of Zephaniah PL Suse 
was the honoured mother ot Mrs Suge (No. XD. in the domestss 
stud-book), and 
although, with 
other mothers-in- 


law of Z. Pi. she 
was not allowed 


to take acorn. 
manding sway in 
the domestic con- 
cerns of the Sng 
family, yet had 
an interest in him. 
That interest was 
mainly displayed 
in his absences, 
because, when he 
was absent, she 
could call at the 
Sugg family’s re- 
sidence to give her 
Gace hese that 
friend] counsel 
and advice which 
oaly mothers - in- 
law can give. 

True, on such 
vccasions she 
sometimes 
sulfered from the 
disadvantage of 
other mothers-in- 
law having eim- 
braced the oppor- 
tunity of Sugg's 
absence to call to 
advise their 
daughters. and these meetings had not been always characterised 
by that calin and holy peace which should surround the domestic 
hearth. There had been serious differences of opinion as to the 
comparative merits of Mrs, Sugz, and as each Iady naturally 
supported the claims to special respect of the particular fraction 
of Mrs. Sugg in which she was most interested, the discussion was 
at times very tierce, and had on more thin one oceasion resulted 
in damage to much millinery, the loss of some front hair, and the 
total destruction of a eet of false teeth, which had) been driven 
down the throat of the respected mother of Mrs. Sugg (No. 
Tae the aid of the umbrella of the mother of Mrs. Sugg 
No. III.). 

These painful circumstances had created a considerable coolness 
in the family, and made the mothers-in-law chary of paying visits, 
but the — devoted 
mother of No. XI. 
who had seen Z. P. 
Suzz’s departure, felt 
that she must see her 
child, and as there 
was a probability that 
the other mothers-in- 
law would not yet be 
aware of his absence, 
she resolved to. risk 
the venture and call 
early next morning. 

She called, and 
found that her sur- 
Inise was correct. No 
other = mother-in-luw 
had heard of her son- 
in-law’s absence, and 
neither had Mrs. Sugg 
(No. I. to XVII. in- 
clusive), till the 
mother-in-law of No. 
XI. disclosed the fact 
that she had seen 
‘her son-in-law depart 
unostentatiously by a 
late train for San 
Francisco on the pre- 
vious evening. 

“It was strange,” 
Mrs. Sugy remarked 
in varying tones of 
voice, and then each 
of them despatched a private messenger to her particular mother, 
inviting her to call, as Mr. Sugg was from home. 

They came and brought their tongues along with them, They 
came at intervals, and sat bolt upright on the Sugg chairs and 
glared at one another. Then most of them remarked that it was 
strange that Mr. Sugg should have gone away without informing 
Mrs. Sugg, and the mother-in-law of No. VIL, the Indy whose 
teeth had been destroyed on a previous occasion, snitled suspi- 
ciously, and remarked that she was not surprised. 

There was a general movement, and all eves were turned scorn. 
fully in the speaker's direction. But the latter never flinched : she 
stood her ground manfully—or womanfully would perhaps be a 
more appropriate term. 

Then they all said “Oh!” and thirty-two noses went up iu the 
air with a sneer, while 
only the nose of No. 
VII. and her mother 
retained their normal 
attitude of repose. 

“No, 7 am not sur- 
prised. Nor more would 
anybody be who is on 
visiting terms with the 
baker and butcher and 
grocer which supplies 
the goods to this ‘ere 
house, and who don't 
get their money.” 

“Thank goodness we 
don’t know such low 
people!” was — unani- 
mously remarked by the 
audience. 

“Perhaps you will be 
glad to know them yet. 
Have you looked at 
Sugg’s room?” said the 
mother of No. VIL. 

With one accord they 
rushed to the sanctum, 
and the crush at the 
door was for a moment 
dangerous. Rapidly 
they ransacked his study 
table. Unreceipted bills 
—nothing but billy met 
their eves. His jewel- 
lery was all away; the explanation was obvicus, 
voice they shouted : 

“He's bolted 1” 


CD he vorntiaucl new’ 


The discussion was at times very flerce. 


Sat bolt upright on the Sugg chairs, 


With oue accord they rusie! to the supetum, 


With one 


week.) 
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THB “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 313.—Mr. A. E. STODDART, F.O.S. 


“In A. FE. Stoddart, England possesses the champion all round 
sportsman of the world. No matter in what sport or ime he 
may participate in, he comes out second to none, and Middlesex 
may well be proud of its representative. As a youngster, he 
first gained notoriety by the manner in which he manipulated 
the coins in the aristocratic game of pitch-and-toss. He then 
clambered up another rung of the ladder of Fame by thoroughly 
mastering shove ‘a'p'ny. Then, thinking that he had already 
gathered in sufficient laurel wreaths, he took a rest for about five 
vears, at the expiration of which period he again entered public 
life. Adopting hockey as his favourite pastime, he soon became 
conspicaous by the dislocating of the bones and the breaking of 
the limbs of his rivals. Becoming tired of hockey, he, at the 
expiration of a short period, added cricket and football to his 
already long list of conquests, In the former game his name is 
now familiar to every Englishman, and in the latter sport 
actions speak louder than words. Cnleay because he is a dash- 
ing cricketer, Mr. Stoddart was created F.0.S,, and the ‘Sloper 


Award of Merit’ presente! to him June 17th, 1893."—Debrett 
dmproved, 


A SLUPEK. —“ Drawn by beauty with asingle hair” (as usual). 
(Ubserve the corkscrew tendency uf “ the single har.” 


“Hi, mum. You'd look sweet upon the seat of a bicycle built 
for six?” 


THE ARTIST'S MODEL. 
“My face is my fortune.” 


The Direct Local Veto; or, putting it down “while you 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


OUT OF THE QUESTION. 


Old Gent. Come, come, don't cry ; be a little man. 
Child. Bo-o-o !—I can't—be a little—man! I'ma little gir! 


HOW LITTLE ALFRED LOST HIS LEGACY. 


(1) Mrs. Pebbleback. Yes, uncle, our little Alfred's the cleverest boy as ever was ! 
The engines and suchlike he makes all his owu self is downright wonderful! As Jim 
here was a-sayin’ only to-day, if someone would take and leave him two or three bun- 
dred pounds, he'd be a second Gcorge Stephenson afore he knowed it. Take and 
show Uncle Oofbird your new steam musical-box and fountain that you made, Alfy. 
(2) Unele Oofdird. Um'!ah! Made it all yourself, did you, my boy ? Hum! Very 
curious,— (3) Little Alsred. Now, if you'll kindly place your car at the tube, uncle, 
while I set her going, I'll give you a little treat. Unele Uo/bird. H'm! ha! Really, 
most ingenious and interesting, and quite safc, too—eh? Little Alyred. Safe as the 


FROM THE PROVINCES. 


wait.” 


a SPL 


GIRLS SLOPER'S., KISSED. 


Yess S 
h Me RNY 


No. 67.— Annabel. 


(Saturday, June 24, 1898, 


OFF THE OLD BLOCK. 
Mr. Tholomon Jewjewbe, Vich does you lof best, mein 
eon, your fader or your murder ? 
Jewjewbe, juntor. Mein fader. 50 per shent besser as 
mein mudder. 


i = A 

Drowning Parson. Save, oh ! save me, friend, lest | 
eink to rise no more ! 

Ribald Party. Hold hard, Call yourself a skypilot, 
and ask me tosave you! Why, I thought all you gentry 
were too cock sure of salvation to want help from a 
sinful_man like me. 


bank. Now you observe I turn the crank and get the steam pressure up to 1000 tons 
to the square inch. Look out for the music! Up she comes !"——(4) Swisssh ! bang! 
Then the music came suddenly, with dancing thrown in, free of charge; while, as to 
the fountain, the “Great Geyser” wasn't in with it.—(5) But somehow, after all, 
Uncle Oofbird wasn't pleased. And, as Mrs. Pebblebeach afterwards observed : “To 
sce her cherub pursued by a yelling maniac with a boiled face, using such awful 
words, too, was enough to wring a mother's heart and mangle it into the barguin. 
And then to think of the ungrateful old crab going home and dying and leaving ull 
his money to a reformatory school, The Government ought to prevent it.” 


gi 


Fthet, 1 am ordering a boat for Saturday. You dont 
care about going, do you, dad ? 

Dad. Well, I'm not so sure. Yes, I think I will. 

Evhel. Then in that case I" 


_——— bent a re aah = 
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